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It was a cold night, the town appeared to be asleep. All was quiet, nobody was out, the lights in houses and 
apartments were off. Except the police department, which had their lights on. 

In a small office, a young man by the name of Gary, better known as Officer Holt, leaned back into his chair 
with his feet propped up on his desk Gary was young but he was one of the best officers in the department. 
He never turned his back from a cry for help. He was always determined to do whatever it takes to solve a 
crime. He thought he was done for the day and could relax, but he was not.. 

Officer Richard "Rick" Hunolt came in. Rick was also one of the best officers. Not only he and Gary were good 
friends, but they were known as the "H-Team". They solved many crimes together successfully. Rick looked at 
his partner, who sat up properly when he noticed him. 


"Hey, we got another case, don't slack off yet" said Rick. 


| can't rest for a few minutes? It's been a long day, you know. So what's this case?" said Gary, smiling a bit. 
Rick placed the folder on Gary's desk, Gary opened the folder and saw a mugshot of a young man not far from 
Gary and Rick's age, with shoulder length curly hair staring blankly. "Who's this?" Gary asked. 

"This is Steven "Zetro" Souza. He's wanted for robbery and attempted murder. He steals expensive jewelry and 
money from various stores and banks. Witnesses have reported him leaving notes telling where he supposedly 
is. But officers end up finding dead ends. When they do try to find him, he just takes advantage of it and robs 
some more. Its some sorta game he plays." 

"What about the attempted murder part?" Gary questioned. 

"During a robbery in Los Angeles, a bank teller grabbed him from behind and tried to hold him until the police 
arrived. However, Zetro was armed and he managed to break free and shot the teller in the abdomen and 
escaped with the money. The man survived even though he lost quite a lot of blood. Boss has assigned you to 
get this guy starting tomorrow." Rick finished. 

"What about you? He usually assigns us together." said Gary. 

Rick shrugged, "He already assigned me to another one, sorry. But let me know how it goes when you're done." 
He smiled and left. 

Gary stared down at the mugshot. "Il find and arrest you alright, just you wait. You can't play cat and mouse 
forever: Gary smirked as he thought this. He couldn't wait to start tomorrow. 
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‘That was too easy! Boss will be very pleased when | tell him! Thought a certain wanted man as he grinned 
evilly. That young man was none other than Steve Souza, AKA Zetro as his boss called him. 

He ran off from the store he just robbed. It was a jewelry store and he stole the brand new necklaces on 
display. He had a rifle and demanded everyone to get down to the ground. He shattered the display case with a 
small hammer he had and grabbed the necklaces. He left a note saying he was "going to Pasadena’. But he was 
actually going to San Francisco, right after he meets up with his boss. 

His boss was Paul Baloff, a dangerous man that was also wanted, but for murder and illegal weapon possession. 
He was not to be messed with, as he had killed three fools who unfortunately made that mistake, they were 
shot in cold blood. Paul saw Steve as he poked his head from an empty alley where no one would see them. 
"So how did it go?" Paul asked, a bit hopeful. 

"Too easy! Everyone was so scared of the rifle! Here's the necklaces." said Steve cheerfully as he gave the 
necklaces to Paul. 

"Hey Zetro, | got another for you, | got word from our spy Rob that an officer by the name of Gary Holt is 
coming for you, | want you to kill him." 

"Okay, Boss. | will" said Steve. After they said their goodbyes, he was off to San Francisco.. 

Meanwhile, Gary had arrived at the police department where Rick and their boss, Chief Thomas "Tom" Hunting 
were there waiting for him. "There you are, and right on time too! said Tom, impressed at him. 

"Yes, here | am! So what do | do?" Gary asked. 

"Well five minutes ago before you got here, someone came here and said they spotted Zetro around the area 
He is everywhere, so he might send you on a goose chase." Rick added. 

"Bring him here whenever you can. He's causing too much trouble, and watch out for his boss, Paul Baloff. He's 
a dangerous man." said Tom. 

"Okay, I'll try my best" Gary vowed. He left the station ready to start his mission. To catch the wanted Steve 


Souza. 
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Gary drove in his police car to the recently robbed bank. There were other police cars as well. When he got 
inside, there were people still down on the ground shivering, others were huddled up in corners afraid to move. 
Some bank tellers were crouched behind their desks. One of them, a male, approached him. 

I'm so glad you're here! The Chief wanted me to speak with youl That thief threatened to shoot me if | 
moved!" said the teller, panicking. 

"Okay, did you managed to get a look at his face? We believe that it's Steve "Zetro" Souza" Gary asked. 

"Yes! It wasn't just anyone, it was him" Said the teller. 

"I figured, is he up to his tricks again? He leaves notes lying about his location" said Gary. 

"Yes, he left one and | have it right here." The teller said as he gave the note to him. 

Gary read the note that Steve "went to Pasadena’. But a witness said he was around the San Fran area. He 
decided to check there. 

"Okay, but I'm going back to San Francisco, someone came to the station and said he was there." said Gary. 
"Okay, do as you please. But please catch him soon, he's doing too much damage and nearly killed someone.” The 
teller nodded. 

‘| will try my best, he WILL get caught soon. We don't want another person hurt” said Gary.. 

Later that night, Steve sat in the passenger seat, on his way to San Francisco. Paul's spy, Robert "Rob" 
McKillop, drove him since it was a long way. Rob was always doing his job well and never disappointed Paul, he 
and Steve got along well. Both were wearing hoods and sunglasses to disguise themselves and surprisingly, no 
one recognized them, especially Steve. 

"Okay, here we are so l'm just gonna drop you off here." said Rob, looking at Steve. 

"Thanks Rob." said Steve as he opened the car door about to leave. 

"Wait, here's the gun to kill that officer on your tail" said Rob as he handed it over. 

"Okay, thanks again" said Steve as he took the gun and got out of the car. 

"No problem, good luck." said Rob. Steve closed the car door and Rob drove off. 

Steve looked down at the gun, it was a 22 caliber and it was loaded. He didn't want to disappoint Paul, neither 
did Rob, especially with what their boss was capable of. He was ready to start his assignment, but Gary was 
too. Little did the two know, their meeting was going to be quite different than others they had met when 
doing their jobs.. 
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Rob drove back to the headquarters, which was an old abandoned house. Paul stood in front of the house, 
waiting for him. "Did you give him the gun?" He asked. 

Rob nodded, "Yes, gave it to him before he left. Luckily, nobody recognized us." He said. 

Paul smiled a little, "Good, good. Now let's hope that he gets his job done. Or I'll have to deal with him myself" 
"Deal with him? How?" Rob asked, with a confused looked on his face. He didn't like where this conversation was 
headed already. 

"He screwed up the first two times previously. If he does it again, I'll send him back to where | found him.. In a 
body bag," said Paul, grinning evilly. 

Rob felt fear run through him. It was just like Paul to do that. Yes, Steve did mess up on other assignments, 
but he didn't deserve to die for it. He was really worried for the younger man with whom he treated like a 
brother. ‘Don't fail this one, Steve. | don't want you gone.’ He thought as his face paled a bit. 

"You should go home and get some rest. You did very well as always." said Paul, chuckling a bit. 

"Okay." Rob mumbled. He couldn't wait to get home, after what Paul said, he felt a bit sick.. 

Gary drove in his police car scanning the area. He hoped to see someone suspicious in the streets thinking it 
might be Steve. He then saw someone with a gray hoodie walking ten feet away from him on the sidewalk. "Is 
that him?... Gary thought. He had a strange feeling inside him that it was Steve. 

He drove quite slowly gaining on the man, he parked in an empty spot and got out with the car still running and 
the door ajar. He took his gun out of his belt, ready just in case. 

The man in front of him stopped, and slowly turned around. It was indeed yours truly. Steve gave an innocent 
smile, "Is there a problem, officer? You wouldn't happen to be Officer Gary Holt, would you?" He said mockingly. 
Gary smirked, "How did you figure it out, ZETRO?" He had his gun behind his back 

Steve took his out as well. "Hmm.. Well you see, I've seen what you look like.. And | was sent to kill you before 
you catch me!" Just as he said that, he fired a shot at him. 

Gary however, always had a good eye and dodged it. Steve had a shocked expression Then before he knew it, 
he felt a pain in his right thigh. He was shot. He dropped his gun and held his thigh. He looked up at the 
younger man, "You shot me." He said. 

Gary stared down at him, "Yes | did. Now hold on for a second." He went back to his still running car and got 
out his first aid kit and water bottle. He walked back to the wounded man, who still had his hand on his wound 
to stop the bleeding. 

To Gary's surprise, Steve somehow managed to dig the bullet out quickly, as it was in his other hand, his open 
palm revealing it. "How did you do that so quick?" Gary asked. 

‘I've been in way worse situations than this. I've learned myself" said Steve. 

Gary knelt down next to him, "I'll take care of this." He cleaned the thigh with the bottled water and wrapped 
bandage around it. Because Steve was wearing shorts, it was easy to take care of it. He helped the thief get up 


and led him to his car. "You're coming with me until you've healed. Can't go to jail with a bad injury unless you 


want the other inmates jumping on you." said Gary. 

Steve was a bit confused but went along with it, "Okay, that's fine." He said. Then they were off. 

While driving, Gary took a quick glance at Steve. ‘He's actually kinda cute in person.. Wait what?! He shook off 
the thought as he drove. 
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Gary drove to his house and parked in front of the garage. It was a simple two room house, not much 
different than the neighboring ones. He got out of the car and walked to the passenger side to help Steve out, 
as he obviously had problems and couldn't do it on his own. The two young men walked together to the front 
door, Gary helping the injured thief walk. 

After unlocking the door and stepping inside to the living room, the young officer sat Steve down on the couch. 
"Stay here, | got extra bandages in the bathroom." said Gary. He walked upstairs. 

"Okay." Steve nodded. He looked around the living room as he began to have thoughts. ‘Why does this guy want 
to help me? He could've arrested me when he could but no.. Why? He had to find out soon. 

Gary returned with bandage wrap in his hand. "l'm back, let's take care of that wound of yours." He began to 
wrap the clean bandage over the old one, which was nearly bloodstained. 

"Okay, you're all good, you can sleep in the guest room tonight if you like." said Gary. 

‘Okay this is getting weird! "Thanks. But I'd like to know something. Why do you want to help a no good thief 
like me? You could've taken me to jail" said Steve. 

Gary began to blush a little, "I don't know, | just wanted to." He said. 

‘Am | seeing things or did he just blush?” The older man thought. But he went with what he said anyway. "If 
you say so then l'm just surprised cause no one else lifted a finger to help me except Rob and sometimes my 
boss." said Steve. 

Gary began to get curious as well, "Tell me more about this "Rob" and your boss, Baloff" He said. 


"Well here we go." Steve began. 
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Mid 1986.. 

"You need to stop leaving late at night! | get very worried! It's too dangerous!" 

"Shut the fuck up, John! I'm not a kid anymore! | can take care of myself!" 

"You're my little brother! Its my fucking job to do so whether you like it or not! My roof, my rules, you little 
shit!" 

John Souza was Steve's older brother. He took him into his care ever since their parents kicked him out of the 
house they were raised in by the time Steve turned 18. 

John agreed with their parents to let him stay at his apartment because well, he was his little brother. His 
flesh and blood. He couldn't even bare the thought of Steve living in the streets alone. However with Steve's 
reckless behavior and sneaking out at night lately.. That might be a possibility. 

"| don't care if you don't like it! | do what | want to do! Deal with it, asshole!" Steve yelled. 

"You know what? Fine! | give up! You wanna fuck around on the streets? Go ahead! I've been trying to take care 
of us and this apartment! All YOU do is leave for long hours of the day and do drugs! | don't care anymore. 
You're way past the legal age. Have fun, Steven" John's voice went from a yell to nearly a whisper. He walked 
to his room without looking back at his brother. 

Steve walked to a nearby closet and grabbed his duffel bag. He walked to his room and started packing up his 
clothes until the bag was full. He left the apartment without even a glance at the apartment he once lived in, 
he just kept walking forward.. 

Steve walked to an alley and sat down next to a trash can. He sighed to himself, guess this was his life now. 
"Well what do we have here, boys?" said a voice nearby. 

Steve turned to his right and saw three men grinning down at him. Steve gulped, what was he to do? It was 
three against one. 

The middle one, most likely the leader, lifted him by the shirt. "Let's play around with him shall we? We could 
also check in that bag he has with him and see if there's anything valuable." said the leader. 

The three men proceeded to beat Steve up. After 5 minutes of torture, they went through his bag and found 
something interesting.. Acid and cocaine. Steve mentally cursed himself, he forgot he left them in there last 
time he was selling drugs. 

"Do you have any more, wimp?" said the leader, as he kicked Steve in the stomach, nearly knocking the wind 
out of him. 

“That's enough." said someone behind them. The three men turned around, Steve tried his best to pick up his 
head and saw two men, one had wild shoulder length wavy hair and a denim vest with a red shirt and jeans, 
the other had mid back straight hair with jeans and a black muscle shirt. He looked at Steve. 

The leader laughed, "Are you two asking to get your asses kicked? What a mistake you're making!” 


“Actually that would be you if you don't leave this guy alone." The man with the wavy hair said. 

"Oh please, don't even try." The leader said 

| warned you.." The other man said. He took a gun out of his pocket: 

The leader didn't seem to flinch, then he ran and somehow managed to knock the gun off of him. Steve 
watched as the two wrestled each other for the gun. He saw that the long haired man was fighting one verses 
two against the leader's sidekicks, and was fighting quite well. Then a shot was heard. Steve looked to see the 
leader lying face down, the back of his head covered in blood. 

The sidekicks foolishly ran away from the wavy haired man. But all was failed when they were shot in the back 
of their heads. 

Steve of course, didn't know why the sidekicks could do something so stupid, but he brushed that thought 
aside as both men looked at him, bruises across their cheeks and small cuts on their arms. The wavy haired 
man put his gun away and gave a geruine smile to him, "Hi, name's Paul. That's Rob over there." He jabbed a 
thumb at the long haired man's direction, who waved at Steve. 

‘I'm Steve." said Steve. 

Rob helped him up, "You're okay now. Those punks won't get you anymore, obviously." He patted the younger 
man on his back. 

‘| want you to come with us." said Paul, as he walked towards him. Rob nodded. 


"Okay, | will" Steve nodded back, smiling. He felt much safer now. 
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Paul and Rob led Steve to an abandoned house. Steve guessed that's where they lived. "This is where Rob and | 
meet, our headquarters and home." Said Paul. Okay, so Steve was right there. 

"l see, why bring me here?" Steve asked. 

"Because Paul needed someone to fulfill missions for him. The last one quit. I'm the spy." said Rob. 

"Oh, so you want me to take his place?" asked Steve. 

"Yep, but we need to make sure you're worthy. We need someone to rob the nearby bank tomorrow to take 
the new ruby ring that's gonna be displayed tomorrow. Think you can do it?" Paul asked. 

"Yes, I'll try." said Steve. 

"Good, you better. Now, let's go inside to help you settle in" said Rob. 

The three went inside and decided to give one of the guest rooms to Steve. After they were done, they sat in 
the living room and Paul and Rob decided to ask a few questions. 

"So Steve, how come you ended up in the streets? I've never seen you before.” Paul questioned. 

"Well | lived with my older brother, John. Our parents kicked me out after | turned 18, and my brother took me 
in to live with him. All was great, until | needed more drugs and was selling too. John was getting real mad 
because he was working to support us and all | was doing was taking and selling drugs. We got into a argument 
and | packed up and ran off. Then those guys showed up, now here | am." said Steve. 

"| see, well you're staying here with us now. Don't fail your mission, understand?" said Paul. 

Steve nodded, "|I understand. | will not let you guys down" He said. 

The three talked a little more then they went off to bed. 
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"That's how it all started. But | wish | can find my brother and tell him I'm sorry." Steve finished. 

‘Its okay, we'll find him one day and have him come for a visit when you're behind bars, he might not be 
happy to see where you are but at least he'll be relieved to see you again" Gary reassured. 

"I hope so." said Steve, sadly. 

"Now off to bed, | have to turn you in tomorrow." said Gary. Steve went upstairs, leaving Gary in the room 
alone. 

‘| wonder what Rick is up to. He said he had a case and couldn't aid me." The officer thought.. 

Meanwhile Rick was next to the abandoned house or "headquarters" as Paul and Rob would call it. He was 
peering in the window to see Paul sitting alone in the living room staring into space. ‘Gotcha now, Baloff. I'll get 
you back for what you put me through: he thought to himself. 

Yes, Rick was the former thief for Paul. He had quit for a few reasons. One, no matter how hard he tried to 
be a good thief, Paul would torment him daily. Even though Rob tried to confront him every time, it made his 
life hell. Two, there was one mission where he was to break in a house for money, ended up with him robbing 
his grandparents’ house. Embarrassed, he ran off without money before they could wake up and see their 
grandson about to rob them. When he told Paul and Rob what happened, Paul just laughed. 

Late 1984.. "Couldn't rob a house cause it was your grandparents? You're such a pussy! It doesn't matter if 
its family or friends, you rob them! Next time, just rob!" Paul said, shoving him roughly every time he 
finished a sentence. 

"Stop, Paul. That's enough." said Rob, stepping in between the two. 

"Why? He didn't do what | asked him to do!" said Paul as he laughed again. 

Rick was humiliated, he didn’t like the constant torture he put through every time he passed or failed a 
mission. That was the last straw, he was leaving tonight. So he packed up his stuff and left a goodbye note to 
Rob. He put his past behind the best he could and decided to become a police officer.. 

Rick came back to reality as he was still peering into the window. But now he was face to face with his former 
boss, who was grinning evilly at him as the both of them stared at each other dead in the eyes. "Hello Rick, 


nice to see you dropped by for a visit" said Paul grinning again... 
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Rick glared defiantly at the man who put his life through hell. The reason he stopped being a thief. His 
tormentor who never missed a chance to pick on him, his old boss Paul. 

"So what brings you back here Ricky dear?" Paul asked teasingly. "Oh | see you've become a lawman eh? Here 
to take me to where the bad kids go?" He continued as he reached his hand to Rick's long blond hair and 
twirled a piece of it in his index finger. 

Rick gritted his teeth and swatted his former bosses hand away. "You will be put away Baloff, if its the last 
thing | do." He said with clenched teeth. 

Paul cackled, "You WISH you would" He took out his trusty gun, the same gun that killed the three men when 
he and Rob found Steve. 

"YOU my old friend, will never see the light of day." He said, twirling the gun in his hand. 

"What's going on here?" Paul and Rick turned to see Rob coming back from the store with a confused 
expression on his face. 

"Oh nothing much Rob, but look who decided to come crawling back" said Paul smirking. 

Rob turned his head and was shocked when he immediately recognized him. "Rick? You're a police man now?" He 
said. 

Rick sighed, "Yes, | am." 

"Oh tsk tsk. Sorry to spoil the reunion boys, but ol Ricky here has gotta die." said Paul, who stopped twirling 
the gun and was now aiming it at Rick's head. 

But just as he was about to pull the trigger, there was a shot. While Paul was a dangerous man, he sometimes 
failed to see what was going on around him. 

That just happened now. He fell to the ground from the impact. While on the ground he looked at his right 
shoulder, now covered in blood.. who could have done it? 

Rob, who took cover on the ground, looked up. "Steve?!" He exclaimed. 

Steve put the gun down on his side. Gary stood next to him holding handcuffs. "Yes it's me Rob, in the flesh. | 
came back because | had a strange feeling that something was wrong over here. | can see that | was right." 
said Steve. 

While he spoke, Gary rushed to his partner's side. "Are you alright?" Gary asked. 

‘lm okay." Rick nodded. He turned his attention to Steve. "So this is the dude who took my place huh?" 

Steve blinked, "You were the old one? Paul mentioned you but never said your name. Not even Rob." 

Gary nodded, "Yep he was. He wanted to bring Paul to justice as revenge since Paul became a wanted man for 
his charges. But he didn't tell me this was the case he was assigned to. But I'm not surprised either way." 
Rick went inside to get Paul. Once he got out, he got him with handcuffs. Paul now had a piece of cloth torn 


from his shirt around his bloody shoulder to stop the bleeding. 

Paul was very pissed and looked at Steve. "I'll gut you the next time | see you for betraying me, bitchboy. | 
swear it!" He seethed as he was led into Rick's car. 

Rick turned to Gary as walked, "Bring the other two! Chief changed his mind, he wants them tonight" He said. 
Steve was unfazed by Paul's words. He then felt handcuffs on his wrists. He turned to Gary, who had a look of 
sympathy on his face. "Sorry Steve, Chief's orders." said Gary. 

"| see." Steve nodded. He was led to Gary's car. 

Gary put him in and went to get Rob. "Sorry man, you too." 

Surprisingly, Rob surrendered. "It was only a matter of time." He said. He was also led to the car. Gary got in 
the driver's seat, turned on his siren, and drove off. 
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Back at the police station Paul and Steve were locked in cells, far away from each other of course. Steve had 
to unfortunately be locked in the one across from his now former boss, who was seething in rage at him and 
now had a bandage over his injury. 

Rob was currently being interrogated. Paul was going first but he refused to speak and even tried to kill Gary 
with his bare hands, so he was out of the question. 

Steve was staring back at Paul dead in the eyes. He was not scared anymore. Yes, he was going to be locked up 
but at least he and Rob weren't going to share the same cell with him.. 

In the chief's office, the officers found some shocking information. "So Baloff killed more than three people?" 
Tom asked. 

"Yes Chief, he has. | was a witness to the unsolved shootout two years ago that killed five people in which he 
threatened to kill me if | ever told" said Rob. 

Tom turned to Rick, "Did you know about this?" he asked. 

Rick shook his head, "That was before we met. Though | did have a suspicion that he did kill before." 

"He was the cause of it. He thought it ‘was a good day to kill some people’. His words, not mine." Rob added. 

"I see, well thanks for your info." said Tom. He turned to Gary. "Bring Souza in, its his turn 

"Yes sir." said Gary. He walked out and went to the cell block where Steve was held in 

Steve looked up as he saw Gary. "Come on, Chief wants to see you next" he heard. 

Steve got up as his cell door was unlocked and the two men were on their way. Gary soon felt a firm but 
gentle hand on his shoulder. 

"Whatever happens, don't worry about about me. I'm content with serving my time." said Steve, smiling. 
"Steve." Gary began. But he didn't know what to say. Finally he stopped in his tracks and did something 
unexpected. 

He pulled Steve in for a kiss. Steve was shocked at first but allowed it. As they kissed, they wished this 


moment wouldn't end. 


